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	1. See You in the Morning

**_See You in the Morning _**

**...**

**RTTE Episode 3. SPOILER ALERT! This takes place during episode 3...because it's so obvious they slept beside each other on that beach. There's no denying it.**

**...**

"It's all so beautiful," Astrid murmured. She was gazing at the waters before her, onto which the rising moon was reflecting a soft light.

"It is," agreed Hiccup. He cast a small grin at the blonde beside him. "And who knows what else we'll find out here, Astrid."

"I know. I can't wait." She smiled back. "It's been so long since we got to go on an adventure like this together. Too long. I've...I've missed it."

His grin grew wider. "Me, too."

Yawning, Astrid allowed her heavy eyelids to fall shut as she rested her cheek against Hiccup's shoulder. It had been years since she'd traveled the distance she'd traveled that day, and she was left feeling exhausted and sore.

The auburn-haired Viking bit his lip. A girl - a girl who just so happened to be his best friend - was learning on him. He wasn't used to this at all.

A soft, contented murmur escaped the blonde's mouth. He watched as she nuzzled deeper into the leather vest that was covering his shoulder. It wasn't like her to cuddle up to him - or anyone else - in this manner. Sure, they hugged on occasion, and there was that one instance a few years back when they had huddled together for warmth while trapped in an avalanche, but it wasn't typical for her to simply cuddle for no clear reason.

"Mmm."

"Alright, sleepyhead." Hiccup cautiously draped an arm across her shoulders. "I...I think we should go find our dragons and settle down for the night."

Astrid's eyes cracked open. "Huh?"

"We should go to our dragons and get some rest."

She lifted her head and, becoming aware of her surroundings, took note of her friend's arm around her. "Hiccup Haddock, who in the name of Thor gave you permission to touch me?" she scolded as she raised a fist to give him a playful punch.

"Oh, Astrid," he said. He caught her hand in his before she could make contact with his bicep.

The blonde's heart raced at the feeling of her fingers being intertwined with Hiccup's. His hand was warm, and the sensation of his calloused thumb caressing her skin made butterflies flutter in her stomach. "We...we should sleep right here tonight," she suggested. "I mean, it's beautiful, and we won't have to worry about waking up to Snotlout snoring."

"With...without our dragons?"

"I think we'll be fine. This seems like a peaceful place." Astrid squeezed his hand affectionately and pecked his freckled cheek before spreading herself onto the ground.

"Hey, who gave you permission to kiss me?" he asked as he settled in beside her. To his surprise, she simply let out a soft laugh and hugged his waist, her blue eyes connecting with his green ones. She was beautiful. No, she was downright _amazing. _So amazing that all he wanted to do was thoroughly kiss her cheeks, her forehead, her nose, her chin, her lips. But he knew he couldn't. What would she think of him if he just started attacking her face with kisses? She would think he was a pig. And that definitely wasn't the case. He liked her. He liked her more than he could ever use words to explain. But of course, she wouldn't know that if he simply began kissing her. So instead, he decided just to return her embrace for the time being.

"Hiccup?" Her voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

"Yeah, Astrid?"

"You're getting awfully close to my face."

Blushing, he realized that he'd subconsciously been inching closer to her. "I uh...I'm sorry."

"You want to kiss me, don't you?"

"I uh...I have no idea what you...what you're talking about."

"Hiccup, it's okay to kiss me. I've kissed you lots of times before. You don't have to be shy about it."

"It's just...I mean...well, could I?" By now, his face was as red as a tomato.

"Of course."

Closing his eyes, Hiccup leaned in to connect his lips with Astrid's. However, as he was doing so, their noses collided. "Uh...I...I'm sorry."

"You're such a dork," laughed Astrid. "Here, let me show you how it's done." Grabbing his chin, she pressed her mouth against his, the butterflies in her stomach fluttering harder at the familiar taste of his lips.

"Mmm, you're so much better at this than I am," he remarked when they pulled away from each other.

"Don't worry. You'll learn." She yawned before cuddling against Hiccup's chest. "Mind if you're my pillow tonight?"

"No. Not at all."

Astrid closed her eyes. Normally, she'd feel too uneasy and vulnerable sleeping out in the open without Stormfly's tail curled protectively around her. However, the sound of Hiccup's heartbeat, the comforting sensation of his arms circling her middle, and the fact that she knew he'd never allow any harm to come to her brought about a sense of safety.

"Alright. Well, goodnight. I...I'll see you in the morning." He reached up to stroke her hair. He'd never been close to Astrid in this way before, and Thor's hammer it was nice. Her slender body fit perfectly into his side, and the contended smile on her lips - the lips that had just touched his - made him grin. This was definitely something that he could grow accustomed to.

"See you in the morning," she echoed softly.


	2. Tunic

**_Tunic_**

**...**

**Hiccup gives Astrid one of his tunics:) **

**Thanks to MissPitchPerfect25 for helping me out with both this oneshot and the previous one!**

**...**

Biting her lip, Astrid rushed out the door of her hut. Huge drops of rain hit her, and her bare toes threatened to sink into the muddy ground with each step she took. However, she wasn't going to give up. She needed to get to her best friend.

"Hiccup!" she called as she skillfully climbed through his window. "Hiccup!"

"Astrid?" The auburn-haired Viking's eyes cracked open. "Why in the name of Thor are you -"

"Here in the middle of the night, I know," she finished. "It's for a good reason; I promise."

"Go on."

"There's a dragon rider. I looked out my window and saw him. And I know it was nobody in our group; the dragon wasn't like anything I'd ever seen before."

Sitting up, Hiccup quickly lit his bedside candle. The flame showed him the blonde's dripping, shivering figure. "Oh gods, you're soaked." After quickly fastening his metal leg, he jumped off his mattress and grabbed two thick, fluffy towels from a nearby shelf.

"The dragon wasn't like anything I've ever seen before," Astrid repeated. "It was hard to tell what exactly it looked like in the dark, but I think it sort of resembled an owl." She began to peel her nightgown from her skin.

Hiccup covered his eyes. "An owl?"

"Yes. I was gonna go take Stormfly to do some stalking, but the rider left too soon."

"Are you sure it wasn't Heather on Windshear? I mean, we _did_ tell her she could visit whenever she wants."

The blonde tossed her soggy garment aside, then started to struggle out of her wet undergarments. "It was not Heather and Windshear! I would've recognized them." A chill ran through her body. "Is there any way to start a fire in here?"

"Toothless," Hiccup prompted, the hand over his eyes still in place.

The Night Fury groaned. If being woken up by a late night visitor wasn't something to be irritated by, being prompted to start a fire when he'd rather be sleeping was.

"Come on, bud."

Knowing he had no choice, Toothless trudged over to the fire pit his rider had created at the back wall of the hut.

"But anyway, Hiccup, I know it wasn't Heather." Astrid dropped her underclothes on top of her nightgown. She then grabbed one of the towels her friend had provided.

"Wait...you said it looked like an owl?"

"Yes, I thought we've been over this." She undid her braid and began to squeeze water from her hair.

"I think I've seen that dragon in the Dragon Eye. It's called a Stormcutter. I remember that Fishlegs said it has the ability to navigate through storms, and is also extremely protective of its family."

Astrid grabbed a brush from Hiccup's bedside table. "So you're saying..."

"Don't go after it alone. If it has a good relationship with its rider and sees you as a threat, it could kill you." He paused. "Did you see what direction it flew off in?"

"North."

"Okay. The storm should be cleared by dawn. We'll leave then."

"Are you sure we shouldn't go now?"

"Astrid, we won't stand a chance against that dragon in this storm, even in a group. It would be safer to wait."

She didn't answer. Instead, she simply worked on brushing her knotted hair. Once she finished, she forced the rest of the water out of it, then patted her still-shivering body dry.

"Astrid? You still here?"

The blonde grabbed the second towel and quickly cocooned herself in it before making her way to the fire pit and sitting down. "Of course I'm still here. By the way, you can stop covering your eyes."

Hiccup moved his hand away from his face. "Are you warming up at all?"

"A little."

He grabbed the blanket from his bed, then walked over to her and tucked it around her slender frame. "You better stay here for the rest of the night. I wouldn't want you going back out and getting all soggy again." With a small smile, he settled in beside her.

Astrid stretched out her feet so that her icy toes were closer to the fire. "Do you happen to have some clothes for me to throw on?"

"Oh...of...of course." Silently cursing himself for not offering clothing to her sooner, Hiccup moved to the chest at the end of his bed and pulled out a green tunic. He was now taller than her - a fact that he was proud of - so his tunic would likely reach to her knees.

"Thanks." The blonde took the garment from him and let the blanket slip from her shoulders. She then tossed the tunic on before sliding her towel off from underneath.

"So, what do you say we get some rest before we have to go look for that Stormcutter?"

"Sounds good to me."

As Astrid stood and turned around, Hiccup struggled to keep his jaw closed. The tunic fell off her left shoulder, allowing the candlelight to illuminate the small freckles that stood there. Her hands were nearly hidden by the long sleeves, and the way the fabric hugged her hips reminded him that she was no longer a girl, but a young woman.

"Hiccup?" she prompted.

He shook his head as he sat down on his mattress. "Sorry. Let's just..."

Smiling, she crawled beneath the covers while he removed his metal leg. The two had enjoyed a few sleepovers during their time on Dragon's Edge, and every time had ended up sharing a bed. They were close enough that it wasn't awkward; in fact, it was quite comfortable to sleep beside a good friend.

"Do you mind blowing out the candle?" he asked with a yawn.

Astrid obliged before cuddling against Hiccup's side and pressing her still chilly toes into his one remaining ankle. She felt her cheeks grow warm as he wound a protective arm around her middle and leaned his head against her golden hair. He might have been thinking about the Stormcutter while he drifted off to sleep, but the dragon had completely left her head. All that was on her mind was how wonderful it felt to be snuggled up to a certain auburn-haired Viking.

...

Hiccup allowed Astrid to borrow his tunic. He almost had to, as she needed something to wear that wasn't rain-soaked for the walk back to her hut. But to her surprise, he told her that he didn't care if he ever got it back. She wasn't sure why he was so willing to give up a piece of his clothing, but she was delighted nonetheless.

After a long day of trying in vain to track down the Stormcutter with the other dragon riders, she took a warm bath in a hidden hot spring to soothe her aching muscles. Once she was finished, she toweled off and slipped Hiccup's tunic over her head. The smell of woods, fresh air, and Night Fury plasma blast hit her all at once.

_His_ smell.

She loved it. Now, she could feel like he was with her as she settled into her bed. Her dreams were filled with the illusion that he was holding her while she slept. She could almost hear him mumble in his sleep, and feel him shift around beside her and subconsciously pull her closer. It wasn't as satisfying as actually lying under the covers with him, but it was a close second.

However, after laundry day, she found herself at his door with the tunic in her hand. It wasn't that she didn't want it anymore, it was just that there was a small problem.

"Hey, Astrid," Hiccup greeted.

"Hey." The blonde stepped inside and tossed the garment at him.

He looked confused. "Why...why are you giving this to me? I told you that you could keep it."

"You see, Haddock, I have a bit of an issue." She stepped closer to him. "When you told me I could have it, it uh..." Her cheeks reddened, and her eyes turned to the ground. How strange was her explanation going to sound?

"It what?"

"It erm...it smelled like you." By this point, her voice had dropped to a whisper. "But now it doesn't."

"It _smelled_ like me?" He raised an eyebrow.

"Yeah." She felt her face flush deeper. "It did. And I...I was wondering if you could wear it for a day or two so that it...so that it can uh...have your scent again."

He rubbed the back of his neck. "I...I can. But why do you erm...why do you want it to smell like me?"

"Do I really need to answer that?"

"Well, I um...I'd like to know."

Lifting her head, Astrid took a deep breath and wound her arms around her friend's neck. She then rose to her tiptoes and pressed a gentle kiss onto his lips. Words were never really something she was good at; she was better at expressing herself through actions. Fortunately, Hiccup had grown to understand this strange method of communication.

The young man's eyes momentarily widened in surprise at the sudden gesture before grinning and hugging her waist. As she tucked her head into his chest, he rested his chin atop her golden hair. "I'll sleep in it tonight," he promised eventually.

"Thanks." She lifted her face and brushed her lips against his a second time.

Hiccup brought a hand to the back of his head. A single kiss was one thing; however, two within fifteen minutes was an entirely different situation, and he wasn't quite sure how to react. "Uh..."

"I erm...I like kissing you." Astrid's cheeks tinted pink.

He gave a nervous laugh. "Yeah...um...I like it, too. Now, about the tunic..."

"What about it?" She folded her arms across her chest and raised an eyebrow.

"I'll wear it to bed tonight. After I take you for an evening flight on Toothless."


	3. Hiccup's Return

**_Hiccup's Return_**

**...**

**First off, this was inspired by a DeviantArt drawing by user Jenni41...specifically, the picture titled "Hiccstrid Hug for Axon." Basically, I saw it and made up a reason for them to share a hug during RTTE (since the picture looks like it's from that). I don't know Jenni41, but she's an awesome artist. If anyone does know her, please thank her for creating such a cute, inspiring drawing for me:)**

**Secondly, I'd say this takes place after Part 1 of Season 3. I know we're gonna see this particular event in the future (well, one aspect of it), but this is just my personal take. It won't ever be canon, though, so don't look too deeply into it.**

**...**

Astrid plopped down against a rock and sighed. Hiccup had left a week ago on a solo search for Dagur and his armada, and still had yet to return. She'd made him promise to be careful before heading out, but the fact that he hadn't showed up back at Dragon's Edge - even to re-supply - was worrying her.

"Hey Astrid, can you tell Ruffnut to get her own hut?" Tuffnut asked as he approached the blonde. "I don't think I can live with her and her smelly fish oil hair anymore." He wrinkled his nose.

Astrid set her lips in a firm line. "Well, you're gonna have to find a way," she snapped.

"Wow, someone's cranky," Tuffnut laughed.

Groaning, the blonde jumped to her feet and sprinted to her hut. She was done. Done with her friends' trivial problems and unnecessary comments. She had bigger things to worry about. Throwing herself onto her bed, she allowed the tears that had been bottled up inside of her for the past few days to flow from her eyes. She was a Viking. A Viking and a tough girl. She never cried. That is, except for the instance when she'd thought Hiccup was dead after the Red Death attack. And the time when Hiccup had ditched her to take Heather out for a ride on Toothless.

_Hiccup. _That boy always seemed to open up a whole new side of her. An emotional, mushy side. An almost shameful side at which she wanted to cringe, but also couldn't get enough of.

Still moist-eyed, Astrid stepped over to the nearby window. Outside, she saw the twins headbutting one another, Snotlout and Fishlegs bickering about who-knows-what, and no sign of Hiccup. She knew that she needed to pull herself together and go be the leader she was supposed to be in her best friend's absence, but she just couldn't bring herself to do so.

...

Two days later, the blonde found herself sitting on her bed and sulking. Sunset had passed a long time ago, but she hadn't even bothered to change into her nightgown yet. After all, what was the point? She knew she wouldn't be able to sleep. She was far too worried for that.

_Knock, knock._

Rolling her eyes, Astrid slipped off of her mattress and trudged over to the door. It was probably just one of the twins coming to complain; no one else would be visiting her at that hour. That is, nobody except for the young man who was soon revealed.

"Hiccup! You're okay!" she exclaimed as she engulfed the auburn-haired Viking in a tight embrace. He smelled like sweat and spoiled fish, and rugged stubble adorned his chin. However, Astrid didn't care. She was just grateful to have him back alive.

"Of course I am," Hiccup responded. Smiling weakly, he returned the hug. "I mean, I did get a few scrapes and bruises, but it's nothing serious."

"You know, I'm pretty sure your definition of 'nothing serious' is a lot different than mine." The girl gently pulled away from him. Upon analyzing his face, she noticed a gash in his forehead that was half-hidden by his hair.

"Astrid, it's nothing." The auburn-haired Viking scratched Toothless, who was standing beside him, on the head as he shied away from his friend's gaze. "It could've been a lot worse."

Astrid sighed. "Come on in. I'll clean it out and bandage it for you before it gets infected."

"I already cleaned it out."

"With what?" She narrowed her eyes.

"Water," he responded hesitantly.

"Water? That won't do anything. I swear to Thor, you're such a mutton-head sometimes."

Hiccup walked through the doorway, Toothless trailing behind him.

"Sit down." Astrid motioned to a chair by her fireplace. "I'll get my things."

He plopped into the offered seat and waited. When he saw the blonde returning with a rag, a bowl of ointment, and a bandage, he cringed. He knew this was going to hurt.

"Alright, let's see," she said. Pushing his blood-crusted hair out of his face, she dipped the rag into the bowl. "Come on, don't be a baby," she scoffed playfully as she noticed him wince.

"I'm not," he insisted.

Astrid applied the salve to Hiccup's wound. She noticed tears welling up in his eyes, and knew instantly that the sting of the medicine was stronger than usual. "You really should've cleaned this out right away. With something other than water."

"I didn't have any ointment with me."

"Well, bring some next time." She took the bandage and wrapped it around his head, fastening it securely over the gash. "Keep this on overnight. I'll check it in the morning. Are there any other injuries that I should know about?"

Sighing, he rolled up his right sleeve to reveal an angry red scrape on his forearm. A large, dark bruise was set beneath it.

"What kind of mess did you get yourself into?" asked Astrid. She started to rub ointment onto the scrape.

"Dagur's men attacked me," Hiccup explained. "They beat me with their fists, then got out swords and axes and threatened to kill me. They almost did, but Dagur happened to come in at just the right moment and stopped them. He said they weren't allowed to murder his little brother because Heather and I are all he has left."

"But I thought your dad said Heather isn't your sister, which would then mean that Dagur isn't your brother." She raised an eyebrow.

"I know he told me that, but Dagur seems pretty certain that we're both his family. Maybe my dad just didn't feel like explaining everything to me. Or maybe Dagur's either mistaken or more insane than I originally thought. I don't know. But I do have a feeling that _someone's_ hiding _something_ from me. I'm just not sure who it is or what he's hiding."

"Well, the whole situation does certainly seem off," she agreed.

"Yeah. I should probably look into it more sometime soon." Yawning, he pulled his sleeve back down over the bandage that Astrid had just fastened.

"Well, whatever you do, don't go after Dagur again without backup."

"Astrid, if you're thinking of coming with me next time -"

"That's exactly what I'm thinking," she interrupted.

Hiccup shook his head. "No. Dagur won't let anyone kill me, but I know for a fact that he won't care what happens to you."

"I can be careful."

"Yes, but...if anything...if anything would happen to you, I'd never forgive myself." He lifted his tunic to show Astrid a deep scratch on his side.

"Why? I can be responsible for myself." She helped him lift the garment over his head. It was then that she realized how thin he had grown in his absence. He'd always been on the smaller side, but now he was _too_ small. Too small to the point that his ribs were starting to jut out from his freckled skin.

"I'm aware of that, Astrid." Sighing, he rubbed the back of his neck. "It's just...I don't know what I'd do without you."

She applied salve to his newly revealed injury, then grabbed another bandage. "Why, because there wouldn't be anyone to make sure your battle wounds are cleaned out properly?"

"Well, that and..." He chuckled nervously. "And the fact that I couldn't talk to you anymore...or...or hug you...or...yeah..."

"Hiccup," she prompted.

"Y-Yeah?"

She tied off the bandage. "Do you like me?"

He gulped. "Uh...um...I have a pretty bad bruise on my back, too." He turned around.

"I guess I'd better bandage that, too," Astrid decided upon eyeing the purple mark. "Just to help cushion it." She paused. "But seriously, do you like me?"

"Of...of course. You're my best friend. Why...why wouldn't I like you?"

She quickly wrapped the bruise. "You know what I mean, Hiccup."

The auburn-haired Viking twisted back around to face her. "Well, erm...do uh...do you...do you like me?"

With reddening cheeks, Astrid pushed her bangs out of her eyes. "Um...uh...yeah. I erm...I do."

"Really? Are...are you sure? Because you...you don't have to." He slipped his tunic back over his head.

"I...I know I don't, you dork. And you better believe me when I say that I wouldn't lie to you about this."

A huge grin sprawled across Hiccup's face. "In that case, then, I'll go ahead and admit that I uh...I like you, too." He rose to his feet - well, _foot_ - and took a step closer to the blonde.

"Don't be shy, babe," Astrid said. Smiling, she wrapped her arms around him, taking care not to squeeze too tightly for fear of disturbing his injuries.

"_Babe_?" he repeated questioningly.

"Yes, _babe_. You like it?"

"I um...I could get used to it," he concluded. "Milady."


	4. Thunderstorm

_**Thunderstorm**_

****...****

**Sorry I've been away so long! I've been super busy. But here's a little bit of fluff for you guys. This chapter is dedicated to . She's a HTTYD fanfic writer who recently had to leave the site due to a terminal illness. I didn't know her well, but I thought it would be nice to dedicate a chapter to her:)**

**...**

Astrid sighed as she lifted her wailing infant into her arms. Smoothing the baby's blonde hair - the hair that matched her own - she pressed her lips to his forehead. "Shh, Mama's here. Mama has you."

Little Finn's cries slowly diminished into whimpers.

"See? It's okay. It's only a little thunderstorm. It'll be over soon." She gently bounced the child. "I just hope Daddy's okay out there."

"Mama! Mama!"

The blonde opened the bedroom door to see her eldest toddling across the hall, tears streaming down his lightly freckled cheeks. "Come here, Stoick. Come to Mama."

Stoick hurried over to his mother and hugged her leg. "Mama! Mama!"

"It'll be done soon," she promised. Scooping the toddler up with one arm while keeping a grip on Finn with the other, Astrid carried her boys over to the double bed that stood in the middle of the room.

"Mama!" cried Stoick. He reached out a tiny hand to pull the covers to his chin, then snuggled into Astrid's side.

"You'll be okay," she promised, placing a kiss onto his head.

Ever since Astrid had found out that she was pregnant with Stoick, her world had turned upside-down. She'd transformed from a tough warrior always ready to fight in battle to a gentle mother whose days consisted of changing diapers, cutting fish into bite-sized pieces, and wiping away tears. Some women would call her unlucky, and try to insist that her children were preventing her from living life to the fullest. Five years ago, she would've agreed. But now, she considered herself blessed to have two babies - especially since they were _his_.

Becoming a wife was also something she never thought she'd do. And she'd surely never dreamt that she would become a wife to dorky, awkward Hiccup Haddock. Though as it so happened, they became friends. Friends eventually turned into best friends and best friends quickly developed into crushes. It took him a while to sum up enough courage to ask to be his girlfriend, but when he finally did, she readily accepted the offer. They only dated for ten months before he proposed. The marriage was supposed to take place three months later, but his father's sudden death pushed it back another two months.

They lost their virginity to one another on their wedding night. Now, Vikings weren't exactly moral people. Many brides were six months pregnant when they said their vows. Some already had a child or two toddling down the aisle behind them. But Hiccup and Astrid saw intimacy as something special, and decided that they wanted to wait until marriage to enjoy it.

Four months into their new journey as husband and wife, Astrid's cycles stopped. She began to feel bloated and slightly nauseous, and suddenly developed a strange craving for cod drowned in honey. Her breasts grew heavier, her hair became greasy, and acne broke out onto her face. She was most definitely expecting a little Haddock.

Only six months after baby Stoick - who was named after Hiccup's father - was born, Astrid found herself pregnant a second time. This pregnancy was rougher than the first. She often found herself too nauseous to eat even the mildest foods, and headaches were a regular occurrence. Her mother-in-law, Valka, came over daily to help with Stoick while Hiccup was working. Needless to say, it was a sigh of relief when tiny Finn finally entered the world.

Astrid smiled at her children. Finn was still fussing a bit, but he looked as if he'd drift off at any moment. Stoick was curled into her side, his little body bundled in covers and his thumb in his mouth. Satisfied, her mind wandered to Hiccup. Was he okay? Had he and his trusty Night Fury found shelter? Or was he lying unconscious somewhere?

As if on cue, the sound of the front door creaking open reached her ears. A few seconds later, he walked into the bedroom. "Stay out there, Toothless," he said to his dragon. "I'll be back in a few minutes."

The Night Fury let out a small grunt as his rider closed the door.

"What's this, a slumber party?" Hiccup chuckled at the sight of his wife and two sons cuddled up in bed.

"They were scared of the storm," explained Astrid. "And I was scared for you."

"Hey, I've been through worse than a thunderstorm." Grinning, he leaned in to kiss her lips.

"You're soaking wet, babe." She sighed. "And cold, too," she added as he hugged her waist. "Go get a warm bath. There's water heating by the fire. And if you're hungry, leftovers are on the kitchen table."

He hesitated.

"I'll still be here when you're done," she assured, her voice dropping to a whisper as she noticed that both her children had fallen asleep. "Go."

...

Hiccup returned with a full stomach, dripping hair, and a towel around his waist. The blonde's eyes quickly darted to his slender - yet toned - upper body. Winking, he cast her a smirk before pulling on a pair of leggings and climbing atop the mattress. After unfastening his metal leg, he settled beneath the covers.

"Can I see him?" he asked, nodding towards Finn.

Astrid nodded and passed the snoozing infant off to his father. A smile spread across her face while she watched her husband cuddle him against his chest.

"And how's my other son?" questioned Hiccup.

The blonde gestured to the sleeping form beside her. "I'm sorry, babe," she apologized softly.

"For what?"

"I would've jumped into the bath with you if the boys weren't with me. And we both know where that would've gone."

"Of course." He bent down to kiss her lips. "But it's okay. We'll have more chances."

"Mmm-hmm. Especially when the little ones are older."

"Are you implying that these guys are all you wanna have? Because I was hoping for at least one daughter."

"Not at all, babe. I'd love more. But I think we should try to wait a couple years."

Chuckling, Hiccup wound an arm around her waist. "And you used to call yourself a shield maiden."

"Hey, I'd still be one if it weren't for you. I think I like being a mom better, though."

"Excuse me?"

"And a wife, of course," she quickly added.

The room grew silent. The only noise that could be heard was the pitter-patter of raindrops hitting the roof. Astrid carefully leaned over Stoick to extinguish the bedside candle before curling back into her husband's side. It wasn't long before she sensed his breathing grow even as he fell asleep, baby Finn still snuggled against his chest.

A clap of thunder sounded, but no one stirred.
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_**More than Friends?**_

****...****

**So...this fanfic is based on a request I got a while back. I forget what the exact request was, but I tried my best:) And sorry I haven't been updating regularly. I'm at a university away from home and I'm still adjusting to my new location, the new work load, etc. Not to mention, I have my own "Hiccup" now. Well, I'm not dating him, but we're friends and he's shy and super sweet. He insisted on walking me home the other night even though his apartment is just down the hall from mine and I was like "Awww." So yeah, he's a distraction from writing:) But enough with me...here's the story.**

**...**

Hiccup stood beside Astrid and watched as Heather flew away from Dragon's Edge. Her decision to depart had been a sigh of relief for him - as she and drama seemed to come as a package - but he knew that Astrid didn't feel the same way.

Astrid and Heather were practically long-lost sisters. The only difference - besides their looks, of course - was that Astrid maintained a rational attitude, while Heather jumped on every possible chance she could to get back at those she disliked. Hiccup had thought Astrid had suffered from anger issues up until Heather had made her reappearance. Compared to her, Astrid was an angel - not like she hadn't already been one in his eyes. A tall, slender, blonde angel.

"I-I'm sorry," Hiccup stammered, turning to face Astrid. "I-I know you two got close."

To the young man's shock, his companion stepped closer to him and wrapped an arm around his shoulders. "Well, I still have you," she grinned.

Hiccup felt his cheeks grow red as his heart threatened to leap out of his chest. "I...uh...I..."

"You don't have to say anything," Astrid told him. "Just know that you're still my best friend. I mean, as great as Heather is, she sure isn't even close to being a cute dork like you." She instantly regretted her words.

He raised an eyebrow. "So...so what you told Heather in the woods the other day was true?"

"What? I...I don't know what you're talking about." Blushing, she pulled her arm away from him.

Hiccup froze. He knew there was no going back now. "I-In the woods the other day. You...you told her I was cute."

Astrid cringed. He'd overheard her conversation with Heather? "Well, I um...uh...it was just girl talk. I mean, all girls talk about their crushes with one another. It...it's nothing."

"Crush? As in...boys you like?"

She silently cursed herself and turned her eyes in the direction of the ground. "I...I guess so."

"In other words, you...you like me? I mean, like me, like me? In _that way_?"

"I...I've liked you for a while, Hiccup," she admitted. "I...I just never knew how to bring it up before, so I decided that I'd let our relationship stay in the friend zone until you got the hint that I had stronger feelings. But you never did. Or at least, you never tried asking me out."

The auburn-haired Viking rubbed the back of his neck. "I...I'm a muttonhead," he stammered as he thought back to all the times Astrid had practically thrown herself upon him. The random kisses that she'd given him as "rewards" when she was proud of him. The tight hugs she'd wrapped him in when she was either trying to comfort him or glad that he'd made it safely out of a dangerous situation. The times she'd waited up for him to return from a trip. And, more recently, the nights on Dragon's Edge during which she'd come to his hut and curled up beside him in bed.

"You are," Astrid agreed teasingly. "But I don't mind."

He gazed into her blue eyes, which always seemed to soften when she was around him. "I...I don't deserve you," he eventually concluded, turning his face away.

"Do you like me back?"

"What?"

"You heard me. Do you like me back?" She paused. "It's okay if you don't. I just..."

"I've liked you since...since I was thirteen," Hiccup admitted. "I...I remember telling Gobber about it, and he just laughed and said not to overthink it because all thirteen-year-old boys got crushes on girls. Though the problem with me having a crush on you was that the feeling never left." He struggled to regain eye contact with her. "In fact, it only got worse." Sighing, he looked away again.

"Same here." Astrid shook her head. "Well, I've only liked you since I was fifteen, but still..."

"Yeah."

"So..."

"So what?"

"What do you think we should do about this?"

"I...I don't know. You're the smart one. Erm...you tell me."

"I'm not gonna tell you," she responded. "I'm gonna _show _you."

"Uh..."

Without another word, she wound her arms around his neck and slowly brought her lips to his.
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**_What Words Can't Say_**

**_..._**

**This isn't the best quality, but it's important to me because it's based off of a real life situation. And let me tell you, hugs from the guy you care about (and who cares about you) are the best:) Especially when he isn't good with words.**

**...**

Astrid was angry.

No, she wasn't the kind of angry where she gave the silent treatment. She also wasn't the kind of angry where she could be satisfied by throwing her axe in the woods. She was the kind of angry where she knew that if she saw him, she'd explode.

The _him _was Hiccup. Now, she and Hiccup were good friends. Best friends, actually. Best friends who maybe liked each other as more than just friends. _Maybe_.

But at that moment, she was questioning her feelings because of one little thing that'd happened. One little thing that had turned into something big. Bigger than it had needed to. Perhaps she was overreacting. Perhaps he needed a reality check. Or perhaps it was a bit of both. She didn't know. All she was certain of was that he'd be sorry if he crossed paths with her.

The problem was this. Astrid knew that Hiccup was the dragon expert on Berk. However, the comment he'd made to her the other day suggested that she was on the intelligence level of a mutton-head in regards to dragon training.

And she did _not_ appreciate that. At all.

She'd told him how she felt. However, he didn't believe that he was in the wrong. He was somehow convinced that he was superior than both herself and his other friends. And just because Stoick had named him not only "Dragon Master," but also the "Pride of Berk."

It was Thawfest all over again.

"Hey, Astrid."

The blonde turned to see _him _standing behind her. "What?" she asked coldly. Her eyes were like ice, and her hands were clenched into two tight fists.

"Uh...I um..."

"You think you can just come in here and act like everything's okay?" Astrid spat.

He turned his gaze to the ground and rubbed the back of his neck. "Well, this is _my _Dragon Training Academy," he responded eventually.

"Listen. I don't know what's gotten into you, Hiccup, but I don't like it." She took a step towards him.

"Nothing's gotten into me."

"Woah, woah, woah. Hold up a second. First, you treat me like I'm some mutton-headed idiot. And now you have the guts to sit here and say that nothing's wrong with the way you're acting?"

"Because there _is _nothing wrong, Astrid."

The blonde's eyes narrowed as she delivered a punch just below his shoulder.

"What was that for?" He rubbed the sore spot on his arm.

"What do you think it was for?" She let out a sigh. "You know, I thought you were different. But I guess not. I guess you're just as self-centered and cocky as every other guy I know. Maybe even more."

"Astrid, I -"

"Goodbye, Hiccup." With that, she twisted around, jumped atop Stormfly's back, and flew out of the Academy.

...

Since her encounter with Hiccup, Astrid hadn't been able to sleep well. Her mind was a whirlwind of guilt (for losing her temper with him) and disappointment at the fact that he was acting the way he was.

She didn't know why _she _felt guilty, though. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that she liked him. A lot. Probably more than she should. After all, what reason did she have to crush on a guy who was acting like a jerk?

He was right. She _was _a mutton-head. No girl in her right mind would want a potential boyfriend who didn't even care that something he'd said had hurt her.

But yet here she was, going to his house to apologize. For what? She wasn't exactly sure. All she knew was that it would make her feel better to do so.

"Hey," he greeted as he opened the door, allowing her to step inside. "What...what...what are you doing here?"

"I'm sorry, Hiccup." Astrid looked up at him, her eyes glazed with pain. "I...I shouldn't have treated you the way I did."

The auburn-haired Viking rubbed the back of his neck. "No, don't be sorry. I...I sorta think I deserved it."

She shook her head. "But two wrongs don't make a right. I didn't have to -"

"Listen, Astrid. You don't have anything to be sorry for. I do."

The blonde opened her mouth to speak. But before words could escape her lips, he was drawing her close to his chest. She knew he wasn't good with words; neither was she, for that matter. The difference between them was that she was slightly more generous with affection. He _rarely _initiated anything. The fact that he was holding her close told her that his apology was sincere.

Letting out a contented murmur, she returned the embrace. She wasn't sure how long they remained in each other's arms. It might have been a couple minutes. It could've only been a few seconds. All she was certain of was that she felt safe, loved, and content. She felt that everything was okay again.

And most importantly, she felt that everything _would be _okay for a very long time.
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**_Snoggletog Surprise_**

**_..._**

**I wanted to upload this for Christmas, but I've been busy. I think today is equally appropriate, though, because RTTE is coming back!**

**...**

Snoggletog.

The Viking holiday on which the dragons fly back to Berk - after a well-deserved trip to a private island - with their newly hatched babies. It's always a fun time, but this year it was extra special. Not only was it the first Snoggletog that Astrid and I were spending as husband and wife (we married eleven months ago), we were also expecting a child of our own. She wasn't due for another three weeks, but I could only pray for her sake that Baby Haddock would come sooner rather than later.

We hadn't planned on adding a new family member this early into our marriage. If it were up to us, we would've waited. But you know, things happen when you're in love.

"I'm sorry about this, babe." Astrid looked at me with big blue eyes and leaned against the pillow behind her head. "You know, you should still go to the party at the Meade Hall."

"Nonsense. I'm not leaving my wife alone on our first Snoggletog together." I placed a hand on her lower back as I leaned in to kiss her lips. "Is this where it hurts?" I asked, running my thumb along her waistline.

"Yes." Astrid groaned and placed a palm atop her baby bump. "Remind me again why I decided that sex with you was a smart idea?"

"Because you couldn't resist this much raw Vikingness." I nuzzled her neck before placing a kiss there. "And besides, we're married. What good is marriage if it's not consummated?"

"I think we over-consummated ours," she responded.

"Nah." I shook my head and pressed my lips to Astrid's cheek. "Here, what do you say I give you your present now? Maybe that'll keep your mind off the pain." Before she could say anything, I climbed off our mattress and drew a box out from under the bed. "Here you go, milady. Open it."

I watched as she removed the box's lid and pulled out the new battle axe I'd made for her. "Oh my gods, this is amazing!" she exclaimed. "Did you make it yourself?" Her fingers skimmed the wooden handle.

"Yup. Just for you." I reached over to brush her messy bangs out of her eyes.

"Thank you, babe." Astrid started leaning in to kiss me, but abruptly stopped and placed a hand on her baby bump.

"You okay?"

She shook her head. "These cramps. I swear to Thor, if this child wasn't due for another three weeks, I'd think I was starting to go into labor." Placing the axe back into the box, she took a deep breath.

"Do you want me to get Mom?" Since our wedding, Astrid had started calling my mother "Mom." After all, she was now a mother to both of us in a way.

"I think I'm okay."

"You know, there's something else in that box."

Raising an eyebrow, Astrid reached in and pulled out a small booklet. "'Things I Love About You,'" she read off the front cover. "Oh, Hiccup." I saw her eyes moisten as she turned to the first page. "'Your eyes, your nose, your smile, all the tiny freckles on your face, your -'" She stopped reading and gave me a playful smack on the arm. Did I mention that I'd included a few naughty things in that book?

"I love you in all kinds of ways," I grinned. "One of them just happens to be inappropriate for children."

"You do know our baby can hear what we're saying." She sighed and turned to the next page, skipping over the suggestive things on the list. "'The way you sometimes talk in your sleep, the fact that you're not a typical housewife, your cuddles, the way you yell at me when I do something stupid, the fact that you braid my hair, the way you moan when I lick your -" She stopped again. "Oh, gods. I love you, but oh, gods."

"Love you too, milady." I kissed her forehead.

"Come on, give me a real kiss," Astrid chided. She pressed her lips to mine, then turned back to the booklet. But before she had the chance to read another word, she groaned and touched her swollen stomach. "This kid is gonna be the death of -" A look of horror crossed her face. "Hiccup. Go get Mom. The baby's coming."

"How...how do you know?" I asked. This couldn't be happening. Us? Parents? Now? There was no way.

"My water broke. Just go...get Mom. Now."

Without another word, I rushed out of the house and over to the Mead Hall. "Mom!" I screamed, flinging the door open.

Every Viking turned to face me.

"What's wrong, son?" Mom questioned. She hurried over to wrap me in her arms, just as any loving mother would probably do in this situation.

"Astrid...the baby...the baby's coming!"

...

My eyes opened at the sound of my mother's voice. "Hiccup," she was saying. "Come and meet your son."

_Son? _Oh gods, that couldn't be right. I couldn't really be a father, could I? And to a _son_? The last thing I could remember was Astrid telling me never to go near her again, followed by my head hitting the floor. And now I was a parent?

Swinging my legs off of the couch, which I'd somehow ended up on, I followed Mom into the master bedroom, where I saw an exhausted Astrid lying in bed with a small bundle cuddled against her bare chest.

"Well, look who finally decided to come meet his offspring," she smirked, pushing a strand of sweaty blonde hair from her eyes.

"Let's see this little miracle," I said, lowering myself onto the mattress.

"I'll go get some bath water ready for Astrid," Mom said. But I barely heard her. I was too mesmerized by the fact that my beautiful wife and I were parents.

"Hey, tiny one, what do you say you take a little break from eating and meet Daddy?" Astrid crooned. I watched while she pulled back a corner of the furs that made up the package in her arms to reveal a head covered in thin red hair. "Show him how you have his eyes."

The baby - _my son _- fussed as Astrid gently pried him from a swollen nipple and, to my surprise, held him out to me.

"Uh..."

"Take him," she urged.

I froze. He was so small, so delicate. How was I supposed to handle him without something going horribly wrong?

"What's wrong? You don't know how to hold a baby?" Before I could respond, she shook her head. "Oh my gods, you don't know how to hold a baby."

"I...uh..."

"Support his head with one arm and let his feet rest on the other." Without further warning, she gently shoved the bundle into my arms.

All nervousness left my body as I looked into my child's face. His eyes were green, like mine, and I recognized my slightly crooked mouth, but his nose and rounded face were all Astrid. It was then that tears began to flow down my cheeks, but I couldn't exactly figure out why.

"It's okay. I cried when I first held him, too," assured Astrid. "While you were passed out in the living room."

"He's just so perfect," I eventually managed. "Thank you. Thank you so much." I leaned in to kiss my wife - who was now also the mother of my son. "But...what are we gonna call him? He needs a name."

"He has one. Stoick Jarl Haddock. That also happened while you were passed out."

"Oh, Astrid." I kissed her again. "I love you. Both of you." I looked back into little Stoick's face. "This is the best Snoggletog ever. And it's your first one, too, bud." Grinning, I ran my thumb along the back of his chubby hand. He responded by increasing his quiet fusses to steady sobs. "What's wrong? What's Daddy doing that's making you unhappy?"

"He probably just wants to finish eating," Astrid said, reaching out her arms and pulling the newborn close to her chest once more. His cries quieted as she helped him latch onto her nipple.

"Yeah, I know," I chuckled softly. "Mama's breasts are something special. Believe me, Daddy understands."

"Hiccup!" Elbowing my side, Astrid cast me a cold glare.

"Sorry, milady. It's just...I love you." Nuzzling the side of her face, I gave her a sloppy kiss on the cheek.

"I love you, too, but after spending five hours in labor, sex is the last thing on my mind."

A grin spread across my lips as I watched the newborn curl his tiny fingers together and, with a small whimper, pull away from Astrid's chest. He was _our baby_. We were _parents_. And all this had happened just because we're in love.

Snoggletog was definitely untraditional this year. Though as you know, I'm an untraditional kind of Viking. I've always been. I befriended a dragon, I married for love rather than to form an alliance, and now I just became a father on Snoggletog. But it was the best Snoggletog of my life.

It was the year that I gave my wife a pretty great gift. And she outdid me - like always - and gave me a better one.
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**_Newlyweds_**

**_..._**

**This oneshot is rated T for the mention of the events of Hiccstrid's wedding night. I also included Astrid's mother as well as Valka now that we know Astrid has family:) I think her and Hiccup are both the babies of their families. And also, please don't leave RTTE spoilers in the reviews. I haven't quite finished the new season yet.**

**...**

Astrid opened her eyes to find herself cuddled against Hiccup's chest, bare skin against bare skin. Blushing, she pulled the furs to her chin before examining the ring on her left hand. As she did so, memories of the previous day (and night) flooded her mind. The wedding had consisted of a brief ceremony in the morning, followed by hours of feasting and dancing. When sunset came, the few Vikings who were sober had escorted Hiccup and Astrid to the Haddock house, where they'd watched them enter the master bedroom and close the door behind them before leaving the two newlyweds in peace.

The events that'd happened behind the door were awkward. Astrid had heard that a bride's wedding night was the most romantic and satisfying thing that could happen to her. But as she soon discovered, it was uncomfortable and slightly embarrassing. It'd taken a lot of coaxing and gentle kisses from Hiccup to make her feel somewhat at ease with shedding her clothes. After they had finished undressing each other, they'd begun to timidly explore one another's bodies. And lastly, after hesitant foreplay, there was the painful process of sex itself.

"'Morning, milady," Hiccup said in a groggy voice.

"Hey, babe." Biting her lip, Astrid shyly brushed his hair out of his eyes. She'd spent the night with him on several occasions before, but all the previous times, they'd simply cuddled. Now, they were waking up naked together after consummating their marriage.

"You okay?"

"Last night was awkward." She turned away from his gaze.

"I know, but we'll get better at it." Grinning, he kissed her hair. "Are you sore?"

"Uh..."

"Be honest with me, Ast."

She nodded.

"I'm sorry." Hiccup hugged her waist.

"It's not your fault. You were as gentle as you could've been. It's just bound to hurt the first time, I guess." She used her thumb to draw circles on his chest. "But I'm glad we did it."

"So am I." Letting out a contented sigh, he rested his head on top of hers.

"You know, we should probably get ready to go to the Mead Hall," the blonde eventually said. The morning gift ceremony, a traditional part of Viking weddings, was scheduled to take place shortly.

"Can't we just skip it?"

"Seeing that we're the newlyweds, I don't think that's an option." She wriggled out of his arms and, clasping the covers to her chest, sat up. "Could you...could you close your eyes while I find some clothes to throw on?"

"For Thor's sake, Astrid, you're a goddess. I don't know what there is to be shy about." Propping himself up against his pillow, he reached over to rub her back, then leaned in to kiss her bare shoulder. "But if it makes you feel better, I won't look."

A light blush spread across her cheeks. "Sorry, babe. I...I..."

"Don't be sorry. It's gonna take you a little while to adjust to this whole um..._sex _thing. It'll take me a little while, too, but we'll catch on eventually." He nuzzled her neck. "Now, go get dressed. I'll be in the washroom if you need me."

"Erm...actually, now that you mention it, I think maybe uh...maybe we should practice adjusting now. You know, so we can get through the awkward stage faster."

"What about the morning gift ceremony?"

"I think everyone cares more about me producing you an heir," smirked Astrid. Turning around, she gently guided her husband into a reclining position and - settling down on top of him - connected her lips to his.

...

"Hiccup? Astrid?" Valka called as she entered the house. She'd just returned from the Mead Hall, where the entire village was waiting to see the morning gift ceremony.

No response came.

"Hiccup! Astrid!"

This time, the Viking woman was answered by Toothless, who stepped into the room and, smiling, gave her hand a friendly nudge. It was clear that he'd been neglected ever since his rider had gone to bed with Astrid.

"Why, hello to you too, love." She bent down to scratch the Night Fury on the head. "Where's Hiccup? Is he ignoring you?"

Toothless tilted his head and gestured with his tail to the slightly ajar door down the hall.

"Son?" Valka made her way over to the indicated door and, pushing it open a bit more, peeked around the corner. She was met with the sight of the newlyweds tangled in each other's limbs, Astrid nestled against Hiccup's chest and Hiccup's nose buried into her hair. The furs thankfully covered their bare bodies in just the right places.

"Did you find them?" a voice asked. It was Freya, who was just as concerned with finding her daughter and new son-in-law as Valka was.

Valka closed the door. "They're still enjoying consummation," she announced quietly. "And seeing that they both held off on making love until their wedding night, I think they deserve the extra time together."

"I suppose. Just so long as they don't conceive." Freya shook her head. "I'm too young for grandbabies."
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**_Barren_**

**_..._**

**I apologize that this is depressing. I'm having a hard time because I thought my guy friend liked me this whole time but I think he found a girl he likes more...we haven't even talked in a week and I've been really upset and my crappy mood is unfortunately coming out in my writing. I hate feelings. But anyway, hope you enjoy:)**

**...**

Astrid leaned against her pillow, eyes watery and knees drawn to her chest. She should've seen this coming. No woman on Berk had been married four years without either having a baby or experiencing a failed pregnancy. That is, unless she was actively making an effort not to conceive. But Astrid hadn't made it a point to avoid producing offspring. She and Hiccup both wanted a baby, and had been trying for one since their second wedding anniversary. Not to mention, there'd been many times prior to that date that, biologically, she should've ended up pregnant.

But hearing the official diagnosis from the island's healer had made the situation worse.

"Ast?"

The blonde raised her head and, seeing her husband in the doorway, gave a slight nod of acknowledgement.

"Things didn't go so well at the healer's, did they?" Hiccup asked as he climbed onto the bed.

Astrid opened her mouth. But before she could speak, tears began to flood down her face. In an instant, she was wrapped in the young chief's tight embrace, her face buried into his shoulder.

"If it makes you feel any better, I'll always love you," he said eventually.

"Even...even if...if I can't give you an heir? Or a daughter? Hiccup, I know you want a...a baby girl more than anything."

He shook his head. "Yes, it's a little disappointing that we can't have any babies, but that's not your fault. And I'm not gonna leave you because of it. We're gonna get through this together."

"But...but you're the chief. You know that when a chief marries a barren wife, he's...he's expected to...to either marry another woman or...or...find a mistress."

"And since when did I follow the rules?" Grinning, Hiccup pressed a kiss into Astrid's hair.

"But -"

"I'll appoint a successor."

"Hiccup."

"It's gonna be okay, milady. And just think, as amazing as it would be to have kids, there's good things about it just being us. We can get on our dragons and fly wherever we want, whenever we want - just as long as I have someone to cover my chiefing duties. We can sleep in on the weekends, we don't have to constantly clean up messes, and we can walk around the house half-naked."

The blonde sighed. "I'd gladly give up eating breakfast in my underwear if it meant that I could have babies."

"Hey, that's my favorite part of the morning."

Quietness flooded the room. For the longest time, the young couple simply sat there in each other's arms. It seemed like an eternity before Hiccup's voice cut into the silence.

"Ast?"

Astrid sniffled as she raised her head to look her husband in the eye. "Yeah, babe?"

"I love you."

"I love you, too."
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**_Quality Time_**

**_..._**

**I'm so excited I get to post on Leap Day (at least it's still Leap Day in my time zone)! This is just some fluff that I wrote to try to get in a better mood since life is being crap to me right now. Girls, ****_never _****form an emotional connection with a guy friend unless you're 100% certain you're gonna start dating within a month. It hurts like nothing else when you have to watch him fall for someone else (and decide to move away on top of that). So yeah...don't do it.**

**...**

"Want some company, babe?"

Hiccup pushed his dripping hair out of his eyes and turned to see Astrid standing in the doorway of the washroom, clothed in her favorite robe. "Your company is always welcome in the bath," he smirked.

The blonde shook her head as she closed the door behind her and began undoing her braid. Although they'd been married for four years, her husband still managed to find ways to flirt with her.

"The kids are asleep, I'm assuming?" asked Hiccup.

Astrid shed her robe and climbed over the side of the tub. "Well, Stoick and Finn are. This one's being a little rebel right now." Sitting down, she placed a hand on her small baby bump.

"Well, look who her mother is." Although they had no way of telling the gender of the unborn child, Hiccup assumed - or rather hoped - that it was a girl.

"Hey, I'm not the one who insisted on making peace with the dragons."

"That was years ago. I've changed."

"Yeah, right," mumbled Astrid. She grabbed the bar of soap that was floating in the sudsy water. After lathering her hands, she moved closer to her husband. "Turn around. I'll wash your back for you if you wash mine."

Hiccup grinned and shifted so that he was facing away from her. "We haven't had a bath together in forever."

"I know. We need to try to do this more often."

"It's hard with the kids, though."

"Yeah." Sighing, the blonde placed her hands onto his back.

The couple grew silent. For a few short minutes, all that could be heard were gentle splashes, accompanied by soft moans as the two found each other's lips and locked them together.

"I love you, milady." Grinning, Hiccup gently caressed his wife's cheek before pecking her freckled nose.

"Love you more, babe." Astrid's gaze met his, her eyes brimming with affection.

He shook his head and, grabbing the bar of soap, motioned for her to turn around. "I don't know about that." Kissing her neck, he gathered her golden locks and draped them over her shoulder. "You need to start wearing your hair down."

"You always say that."

"Because it's beautiful."

"It's not very practical for riding dragons. Or being a mother to two toddlers."

"I guess you're right." Hiccup began to rub suds onto her back.

"Mmm." After her husband was finished his task, Astrid let out a contented sigh and leaned against his chest. A smile spread across her face as he wrapped his arms around her, one hand resting on her growing stomach and the other intertwining their fingers together.

"You're right. We really need to do this more often," he said after a long spell of silence.

She leaned back and looked up at him. "No kidding."

"Wow, someone's being sassy today."

Astrid responded with a playful eye roll.

"Is the baby moving?" Hiccup asked, feeling a fluttering movement beneath his palm.

The blonde nodded. "Yup. I told you, she won't go to sleep."

"Oh, so you agree with me that we're having a girl?"

"I have a feeling she's a girl, but we won't know for sure until she's born."

Silence fell over the room.

"I think we should get out before we fall asleep in here," Astrid suggested eventually. Her words were followed by a yawn.

"_I'll _get out," corrected Hiccup. "You stay in the tub while I warm a towel by the fire for you. I know you always shiver when you come out of the bath."

She smiled. "Aww. Thanks, babe."

"You're most welcome, milady." He reached over the side of the tub to grab his metal leg. After fastening it, he climbed out of the water and secured a towel around his waist. Grabbing a second towel, he made his way into the living room and placed it by the fire.

Astrid continued to wash herself. By the time she was finished, Hiccup was walking through the door with her towel in his hand. Holding it open for her, he said, "Here you go."

Sighing, she rose to her feet and stepped out of the tub. Immediately, she found herself cocooned in both the warm towel and her husband's arms.

"Shall we go to bed?" he asked, carefully tossing her over his shoulder.

"Sounds like a plan."


	11. Newlyweds (Modern AU)

**Newlyweds (Modern AU)**

**…**

**Rated T/maybe low M. I usually don't do these things anymore but I suddenly had the idea to write newlywed Hiccstrid in modern AU and it's highly unlikely they'd not think about certain activities, especially since they waited to do said activities until their wedding night.**

**…**

Astrid reached down to grab Hiccup's t-shirt off of the floor. Pulling it on, she climbed out of bed and made her way over to the nearby dresser. After slipping on a pair of panties and brushing her disheveled hair, she headed into the kitchen.

"Hey, Toothless," she greeted as a large black cat approached her. "How are you this morning?"

The animal meowed and rubbed the side of his face against the blonde's leg.

"Did Hiccup feed you before he left for work?"

Toothless let out another meow and walked over to his half-empty food bowl.

"Oh, I think he fed you. You just ate too fast." Astrid shook her head as she opened the pantry and grabbed a box of cereal. It felt weird eating without Hiccup. During their honeymoon, they'd gotten up at the same time and eaten together. The first few days after they'd arrived at their new apartment, they both had needed to be up early for either work or school, and so they'd kept the routine of having breakfast in each other's company. But today was Astrid's day off, and she wasn't exactly enjoying being home without her husband.

She'd woken up naked that morning without his equally bare body pressed against hers. There hadn't been any good morning kisses, nor sleepy conversations, nor cuddling. There hadn't been any playful smirks whilst they searched for clothes to throw on. And now, Hiccup most definitely wasn't sneaking up behind her to place a hand on her partially-covered butt and kiss her neck.

She sighed and plopped onto the couch, her bowl of cereal in her hands. Reaching for the remote control, she turned on the TV and opened Netflix. Usually, he would be tugging his shirt over her head at this point, convincing her that they needed to be "even." To this, she'd respond with a playful eye roll. His arm would go around her and they both would sit there – Astrid in nothing except panties and Hiccup in only boxers – and eat. They'd then ditch their underwear and have a quick round of love-making before jumping in the shower and scrambling to make themselves look presentable for the day.

This wasn't a typical morning for most couples. But Hiccup and Astrid were different. They were in their junior year of college, and they'd just married. Their parents had tried to talk them into waiting until graduation, but neither of them would hear of it. And seeing that they didn't do anything that involved removing clothes until their wedding night, their physical desire for one another was strong. After all, they were only twenty, and intimacy was new and exciting to them.

Astrid ate her breakfast, then found her laptop and turned it on. She didn't feel like doing homework, but she knew that she didn't have much of a choice. Besides, she didn't have anything more important to do since her beloved husband was gone.

Curling her bare feet beneath her, she grabbed her phone. She immediately noticed that there was an unread message from the young man who was currently (and always) occupying her mind.

Hey, I get out at 5. Be ready when I get home. We're going to dinner.

Grinning, she responded with, Sounds good, babe! What should I wear?

Jeans are fine. We're not going anywhere too fancy.

Okay, hun. See you when you get here! Love you 3

Love you more, milady. 3

A smile was still present on Astrid's face as she began her homework. The fact that Hiccup was still taking her on random little dates - despite the fact that he'd already won her heart - was adorable.

Everyone had told her things would change after they got married. They'd said he would stop buying her little gifts, giving her complements, and all sorts of other things. But that was proving to be a lie. So far, nothing had changed except for the rings on their fingers, waking up beside each other every morning, and the fact that they'd started having sex. And being able to enjoy all that – plus everything their relationship had been prior to their vows – was a pretty good deal in her eyes.

…

"Hey, Ast."

Astrid turned to see her husband walking towards her, a bouquet of roses in his hand. "You're early," she remarked.

"Yeah. It was slow, so they let me out before my shift was over." Hiccup handed her the flowers. "For you, milady."

"Aww, why do you have to be so sweet?"

"I try my best," he answered with a grin.

After burying her nose in the bouquet, she placed it down beside her and stood up to wind her arms around the young man's neck.

"I missed you, too." Grinning, Hiccup hugged her waist. "What did you do without me today?"

"Netflix. Homework." Astrid shrugged. "Not much." She leaned up to kiss his lips. "How was work?"

"It was okay. It would've been better if I had a certain blonde there with me." One of his hands crept down to give her a loving pat on the butt.

"Well, I suppose I can't be with you all the time."

"Why not?" He slipped a set of fingers beneath her – or rather his – shirt, and allowed his thumb to caress her hip.

"Because."

"Because why?" He dipped a finger into the hem of her panties.

Suddenly, Astrid had an idea. She backed away from Hiccup, a smirk playing on her lips.

"What are you -"

"I gotta shower and get myself ready for dinner." She walked over to the bathroom. Before going in, she tugged her husband's t-shirt over her head and tossed it to him. "There's your shirt back, by the way."

"Hey, I gotta shower, too."

"Wait your turn, babe." Sticking her tongue out, Astrid stepped through the doorway, locking the door behind her.

"But -"

"I don't wanna hear it, Haddock."

"This isn't fair!"

"You waited two years, you can wait a few hours." And with that, she started the water, leaving poor Hiccup standing in the living room with wide eyes and jeans that were suddenly a bit too tight.


	12. The Beginning of Something

**_The Beginning of Something_**

**_..._**

**This goes along with my last modern AU, but takes place before:) As much as I hate when guys give me emotional pain, it makes me want to write, which is good because then I update more!**

**...**

"I can't believe you're actually about to go out with _Hiccup_," Ruffnut said. "I mean, you could do so much better."

Astrid bit her lip as she turned to face her roommate. "He's not that bad. Just a little awkward. And besides, he's kinda cute." She ran a brush through her long, blonde locks. "What do you think? Should I leave my hair down?"

"I don't think he cares what you do with your hair. He's just gonna be glad to be going on a date." Ruffnut laughed.

"Oh, come on, Ruff." Groaning, Astrid pulled on a baby blue winter hat. After throwing on a matching coat, she slipped her feet into a pair of Uggs. It was January in New York City; bundling up was necessary, especially since she had no clue what sorts of activities Hiccup had planned for the night. The only thing she could be certain of was that, knowing how creative he was, this probably wasn't going to be the typical dinner-and-a-movie date.

_Knock, knock_.

"Come in!" Astrid called.

The door opened, revealing an auburn-haired boy with a bouquet of roses in his right hand. "Hey, Astrid. I uh...these are for you." He held out the flowers.

"Aww, Hiccup." Taking the bouquet, the blonde buried her freckled nose into the petals, taking in their sweet scent. "Thank you."

"You're welcome." He watched as she made room for them on her cluttered desk. "You uh...you ready to go, then?"

"Ready," she confirmed.

"Bye," Ruffnut called as her roommate followed Hiccup out the door. "Have fun. But not too much fun. If you get what I'm saying."

"Be quiet, Ruff," Astrid shouted in response. She then turned to her date. "So, where are we going?"

The auburn-haired boy gave her a crooked grin. "You'll see."

She smiled back as she purposefully bumped her hand into his.

"Sorry," Hiccup apologized, nodding towards the elevator that would lead them out of the New York University dorms.

"Oh, no. That was all me." Biting her lip, Astrid twisted a piece of her hair around her finger. She was going on a date with _Hiccup, _the guy she'd liked ever since she met him at a fraternity party the second week of school. He hadn't been drinking and trying to pick up girls like all the other guys there. Instead, he'd been sitting alone in the corner with his phone in his hands, looking as if he wished he were somewhere else.

She'd started talking to him because Fishlegs, who was Ruffnut's friend-slash-crush and Hiccup's roommate, had introduced them to one another. The conversation had been awkward at first, but as soon as they'd discovered that they were both from the island of Berk, they'd quickly bonded. Though now that they were on a date, the initial strangeness was back.

"You first." Hiccup allowed her to step into the open elevator before entering himself and pressing the button for the ground floor.

The ride down was awkwardly silent, but in a good, heart-racing-and-butterflies-in-your-stomach way. The two stole glances at one another with blushing cheeks, and she brushed her hand against his again, inwardly shouting at him to just hold it.

"It's hard to believe we're only a few months away from being sophomores," he said as they stepped out onto the first floor.

"Yeah," sighed Astrid. "It's been a long year so far, though. You know, getting used to being away from home and all."

"I agree."

The couple walked through the door, only to be met with cold wind and snow flurries.

"You warm enough?" he asked, noticing that the blonde was beginning to shiver.

"I'll be fine." The blonde shrugged and pulled a pair of gloves from her coat pocket. "So, where are we going?"

...

Hiccup and Astrid were seated in a booth, a half-eaten pizza on the table and hot mugs of cappuccino in their hands. Shy smiles played on both of their faces.

"You having fun?" he asked.

She nodded. "I am. It's been awesome so far."

"I'm glad." The auburn-haired boy brought his green eyes to her blue ones. "So, you wanna uh...go for a walk after this?"

"In the cold? Hiccup, you're insane."

"I'm sorry. I just -"

"No, don't apologize. I love that you're crazy. It's erm...it's cute."

His cheeks turned red. "Aww, uh...thanks, Astrid."

The pair finished their cappuccinos and left the restaurant. The snow was beginning to fall a bit more heavily, and the chill in the wind was becoming more apparent.

"Maybe we should just go back to the dorms," Hiccup suggested. "I don't want you to uh...freeze to death."

"No, this is beautiful," Astrid said. She smiled at her date and allowed her hand to graze his. "Just..."

"Just what?" The auburn-haired boy raised an eyebrow.

"Hold my hand, you dork." She playfully elbowed him.

He blushed. "Are you...are you sure?"

"I wouldn't have asked if I didn't want you to."

Hiccup cautiously linked his fingers with hers. "Is that...is that good?"

"Perfect. Now, where are we going?"

"I have an idea." Grinning, he led Astrid down the sidewalk and into Washington Square Park, where they were met with the sight of grass that was covered with a thin layer of snow, icicles forming on the bare tree branches, and moonlight shining onto the peaceful scene.

"Wow, Hiccup," she breathed. "It's gorgeous."

"You've never been here at night before?"

"You have?"

"Yeah. It's uh...it's sorta my special place. I come here when I need to erm...get away from things for a while. Is that...is that dumb?"

She shook her head. "Not at all. I have my secret place, too. It's um...it's the top floor of the library. When I'm having a bad day, I just go there and read to take my mind off of everything."

"You like to read?"

"I...I know. I'm a nerd."

"Hey, we go to NYU. We're all nerds here." He gently nudged her arm with his elbow.

"True."

The couple simply stood there for a while, doing nothing except enjoying the landscape before them. It was quiet. It was peaceful. It was perfect. They hardly even felt the cold anymore. They just felt content. Happy. Free.

"So, why uh...why did you want to bring me here if this is _your_ place?" the blonde asked eventually. "I mean, I'm not complaining. It's just...I don't know. I'd think you'd wanna keep it to yourself."

"Well," Hiccup paused to take a deep breath. "I erm...I think you're a nice girl and a good friend and um...you have uh...pretty eyes and um...I was hoping we could have a second date. And if we have a second date, that means we're uh...that we're practically a couple...kinda...and if we're a couple...erm...we should be able to share this sort of stuff. At least, I uh..._wanna_ share it with you."

Astrid's heart raced, and happy butterflies fluttered in her stomach. A second date? She couldn't have asked for anything better. "I...I'd love to go out with you again," she said. "What about...what about Monday morning? We could go get breakfast before class."

"If we're not snowed in by then."

"If we are, then you can come to my dorm and we can watch a movie or something."

"Yeah." He tightened his grip on her hand. "Speaking of dorms, I think we should go back. I can feel you shivering and uh...I don't want you to catch a cold or anything."

"I'm fine. Really."

"No. You're not. And as your date for the night, it's my responsibility to take care of you."

A smile spread across Astrid's face. Normally, she'd be mad that someone was trying to suggest that she needed to be taken care of. But for some reason, having Hiccup suggest it was different. She liked that he valued her enough to protect her - even if she didn't really need protecting. "Okay, then. We can go."

Without another word, he began to walk in the direction of the dorms, the blonde's fingers still intertwined with his.

"Are you okay?" she asked. "You're limping."

"Oh, it's nothing. I was just in a car accident a couple years ago and hurt my leg. It usually doesn't bother me anymore, but if I'm standing or walking for too long, it sometimes acts up."

"I'm sorry. I didn't know. I -"

"Don't be sorry. I've gotten used to it." He shrugged.

"But still..."

"Don't worry." He rubbed the side of her hand with his thumb.

The remainder of the walk was relatively silent. When the pair reached the dorms, Hiccup followed Astrid to her door. "Well, I uh...I guess this is where we say goodnight."

"Yeah." Placing a hand underneath his chin, the blonde gave him a quick peck on the cheek, then wrapped her arms around his neck. "Thanks for a great time, by the way. I really had fun."

He grinned and returned the hug. "So did I. And um...thanks for going out with me."

"Thanks for asking me to go out with you." She released her hold on him.

"Oh, you don't need to thank me for that. It was my pleasure." Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck. "Well, goodnight," he said eventually.

"Goodnight. I'll text you later."

"Sounds awesome. Goodnight."

"Goodnight." Astrid pulled her dorm key from her purse, then glanced over her shoulder as the auburn-haired boy vanished into the distance.

This was going to be the beginning of either a massive heartbreak or something amazing. And she hoped it was the latter.


	13. Honeymoon

**_Honeymoon_**

**_..._**

**I've gotten a lot of requests for more stories in my AU world, so here you go!**

**...**

"We should get up." Astrid giggled as her new husband leaned in for yet another kiss. "I mean, we're on our honeymoon. In _Hawaii_. We should go to the beach or something."

"Exactly. We're on our _honeymoon_." Smirking, Hiccup ran his fingers through her tousled hair while his free hand caressed her hip. "We're supposed to be enjoying each other."

"But we didn't pay almost three thousand dollars just to stay in bed."

He pecked her lips. "That's kinda the point of a honeymoon, milady."

"You're crazy, babe." Smiling, she cuddled into his bare chest.

He wrapped his arms around her waist and nuzzled his nose into her hair. "Yeah, crazy in love."

"You're such a dork."

"I know." He grinned and kissed her head. "But that's why you married me."

Astrid let out a small sigh. "I'm hungry."

"We can order room service," suggested Hiccup.

The blonde shook her head. "You can sit inside all day if you want, but I'm gonna go out and something." Holding the covers to her chest, she leaned over the edge of the bed and grabbed her husband's t-shirt from the floor. After slipping on the garment, she climbed out of bed, stepped into her underwear, and began to brush her tangled hair.

"I love how you look in my shirt," he grinned. "You should wear my clothes more often."

"Oh, I will. They're way comfier than mine. And they smell like you, too." Smiling, she made her way over to him and pecked his lips.

He gently took the hairbrush from her hand. "Sit down."

"What?"

"Sit down. I wanna brush your hair for you." Hiccup reached over the edge of the bed to take his boxers from the floor. After putting them on, he sat up and situated himself against the pillows.

The blonde eagerly settled between his legs and closed her eyes as he soothingly brushed through her messy locks. Every so often, he'd smooth them with his hands. He finished the task by kissing the top of her head.

Turning, Astrid cupped his stubbly chin in her palm and connected her lips with his.

"Come here," he said, circling his arms around her waist and drawing her into his chest. A wandering hand moved down to touch her scantly-covered bum.

She eagerly returned the embrace. "I love you."

"Love you more."

"Love you more than more."

"That doesn't even make sense, milady."

A pause followed.

"I gotta shower," Astrid said eventually.

"Can I come?"

She giggled. "I don't think we'd actually end up leaving this room if we showered together."

"And what's wrong with staying in? You're a prettier sight than any beach on this island."

"I don't wanna stay in. I wanna go out and explore."

Sighing, he released his hold on her. "Fine." His voice was full of mock anger.

She made a face at him as she slipped off the mattress and headed into the bathroom.

"Don't miss me too much!" Hiccup called after her.

"You dork!" Astrid responded before starting the water. She then undressed and stepped into the shower. After quickly washing up and shaving her legs, she wrapped herself in one of the fluffy hotel towels and made her way back out into the main portion of the room.

"Did you enjoy?"

"Mmm-hmm." She grabbed a bikini and slipped the bottoms on beneath her towel, then turned her back to her husband so she could put on the top in somewhat of a private manner.

"Hey, I've already seen everything," he said.

"And?" She walked over to him, holding the strings of the top in her hands. "Mind tying this for me?"

"Mmm, I'd rather just take the whole thing off."

"Come on. Be serious."

"Serious. Gotcha." Hiccup tied the strings in a bow, then grinned as he looked his wife up and down. She was gorgeous. And the best part was that her bikini wasn't too skimpy like the bikinis other girls so often wore. The bottoms completely covered her bum, and the top was cut so as not to show too much of her chest. Those parts of her body were only for him to see, and he liked it that way.

"Is something wrong?"

"Quite the opposite." He grinned. "You look amazing."

"Thanks, babe. Now, go get yourself ready so we can head out."

...

The newlyweds laid their towels out on the fine sand. This was it. Lanikai Beach. They'd heard it was one of the most beautiful beaches on the island, and from what they saw, that statement was accurate. The area was silent, the water was clear and blue, and the sand was warm.

"Aren't you glad that I made you leave our hotel room?" Astrid asked.

"I guess so." Wrapping an arm around her waist, Hiccup kissed her lips. "So, are we going in?"

"We should." She grabbed his hand and led him to the water. However, upon feeling its coldness on her feet, she backed away.

"What?"

"It's freezing!"

"Freezing, huh?" Smirking, he lifted her over his shoulder and, stepping into the ocean, gently tossed her into the water.

"Hiccup Haddock, why in the world would you do something like this?" Despite her seemingly angry words, she wound her arms around his waist.

"You said you wanted to go in."

"Not like that!" She playfully splashed him.

"Astrid!"

"You started it, babe." She shrugged.

"Sure, milady. Blame it on me."

"Oh, I will."

The two continued their playful fight in the water for a little while longer. When they grew tired, they returned to their towels and laid down in the sun to allow themselves to dry. Eventually, they packed up and made their way back to the hotel.

"Aren't you glad we went to the beach?" Astrid asked as they stepped into their room.

"Yeah, it was fun. I'm just tired now," came Hiccup's response.

"Me, too." She sighed. "Do you wanna just stay in and watch a movie after we get cleaned up?"

"Sounds good."

"Shower together?" she suggested.

"No." He shook his head before allowing a smile to spread across his face. "Just kidding. Of course I'll shower with you."

Within a matter of minutes, the young couple were standing under the running water, caught up in a passionate lip lock. Astrid's back was pressed against the wall, and her husband's hands were resting low on her hips. Her arms were draped around his neck, drawing their faces closer together.

"Oh, gosh," he moaned as they finally pulled apart.

"Mmm-hmm," she murmured in agreement.

The shower lasted longer than necessary. When it was finally finished, Hiccup and Astrid exchanged smirks while they dried off and wrapped up in towels.

"I'm stealing your clothes," the blonde announced as she made her way out of the bathroom. After rummaging through her husband's things, she found a pair of basketball shorts and a sweatshirt. "This looks cozy," she decided with a yawn.

"Go ahead and wear it, then."

Once the two were dressed, they climbed into bed and turned on Netflix. Astrid curled against Hiccup's chest, her chilly toes pressing into his left leg. Smiling, he kissed her head and pulled up the covers.

"You comfy?"

She nodded and snuggled in closer. Within a matter of minutes, she was fast asleep.

"Sweet dreams," he whispered. Running his fingers through her damp hair, he kissed her forehead. Thoughts ran through his head about how amazing it was to be married. While others his age were struggling to find the perfect one and getting their hearts broken, he had the privilege of waking up and falling asleep beside his new wife every day. They had their own apartment, they had a cat named Toothless, and they planned to start trying for a baby soon after they graduated. Life was amazing.

Astrid stirred and curled a fist around a piece of her husband's t-shirt.

Grinning, Hiccup tightened his embrace and rested his head atop hers. Yes, married life was undeniably amazing. No, it was more than amazing. Maybe even perfect.


End file.
